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Bathroom Lovin’ 


The band were stuck in the studio deep into the small hours of the night. Their producer was insistent on 
working out some kinks. So they sat around the mixing table for hours, fiddling with the knobs and hearing the 


same 5-second clip of Roger's voice mingling with John’s saxophone over and over. 

By Zam, everyone had fallen asleep, either on chairs or on the floor, slumped against a wall. 

That is, except for Roger and Rick, who'd been drinking black coffee nonstop so that they could make sure the 
tracks were flawless. They looked around the room, noticing everyone sleeping, then looked at each other and 
nodded. They crept out of the mixing room. 

The bathroom was not a very pleasant place to make love. It smelled faintly of piss and floor cleanser. But it 
was far better than almost getting caught in the common room by John, which is what happened the last 
time. In that moment, being in the bathroom was just what they needed, time alone together. 


Against the back wall, Roger and Rick kiss with urgency 


and abandon. Roger slides down his impossibly short shorts, which he had been teasing Rick with all day long. 


Rick scrambles out of his pants, eager to progress from kissing, to touching, to gently nudging Roger against 
the bathroom wall and entering him. Rick presses his body into Roger and breathes heavily against the nape of 
his neck, watching his long brown hair cascade down. 


The bathroom echoes with Roger's high-pitched moans. He begs Rick to go deeper, he's close. While one hand 
supports himself against the wall, the other encloses his cock as he works himself over. Rick nods and clumsily 
obeys. 

Roger lets out a yelp; it's sharpy, but happy, as his come spatters onto his hand and a warm feeling spreads 
inside himself. Moments later Rick jerks his head back and exhales deeply, his own wet warmth running down 


Roger's legs and his own 


Roger turns to face Rick and they immiedately kiss each other sloppily, as they button up their pants. In 


silence they smile at each other. 


They return to the studio, cleaned up, with shy, triumphant grins. Roger has his arm around Rick, holding him 
tenderly. 


"I love you." He whispers into his neck, before they part to sit down. 

"Me too." Rick nods,and sits down with an exhausted thump. He brings his chair close to Roger, and languidly 
runs a hand along Roger's thigh. Roger smiles at Rick, he's brimmingwith happiness and it shows through in the 
dim light; how his face folds up with a full, toothy smile, and his eyes soften with love. Rick looks back at him 
the way he always does, with a somber expression. He still yearns for Roger so much it hurts, and all he 


wants is to stay in his chair and bask in Roger's presence. 


It's morning now and John, Bob, and Dougie are awake, standing above the sleeping Rick and Roger. Rick's hand 
has fallen limply by his side. 


"Do you think they fucked?" Dougie asks. 

"PFE You think?" John chortles. 

"How'd you know?" Bob asks John 

"They're always at it" John whispers. "Can't get enough of each other 


"Also, Rick's fly is down" 


